Him or Me

That’s how | came to be in the army in Brasov in December
1989 when the revolution happened. | was eighteen years
old and found myself caught in a gun fight with one of the
guns in my hand. This is what happened. We were handed
live ammunition and our lieutenant, who was twenty-three,
gathered us for a briefing.

‘If ordered, you have to shoot,” we were told. ‘It's better
that his or her mother cries rather than your mother.’

He turned to me and said, ‘Do you understand, Csiszer?’
| heard myself say that | didn’t think | could shoot innocent
people.

‘Right Csiszer,” barked the lieutenant, ‘you stay right next
to me all the time and | will personally watch you.’

My colleagues, who were eighteen-year-olds like me, all
felt the same as | did. ‘Lieutenant,’ said one, ‘Il will have to
stand right next to Csiszer because | feel the same.” And
then other voices joined in, saying, ‘Me too,” ‘And me too,’
and ‘Me too.’ It was really intense.

Thanks to God’s goodness (though | didn’t know
that then) we were not ordered to go out against the
demonstrators.

The following night, when the shooting really started in
Brasov against the so-called terrorists, we were marched out
into action. It was chaos. It was the kind of total chaos that
took us over. It didn’t cross my mind whether God existed
or not when | fired my weapon. We wanted to shoot at the
vehicles coming towards us. To be totally honest, | didn’t feel
bad. | just fired.

We were due to finish military service at the end of June
but, because of all the changes that followed the revolution,
the authorities decided not to complete our training and
released us. After a six month break, it was time for my
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